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Article 6

My Son
by Kathryn Eileen Doran
Hate? Loathing? Nothing compared to what I felt for that
man. No words can describe the awesome burning deep in my soul.
I am not mad. I only fall subject to my strong emotions. Hate?
Perhaps. Perhaps hate was a relatively small part of it. Perhaps.
Originally I felt interest, curiosity, maybe a little bit of
attraction .. He was a handsome young man when I was betrothed to
him; I was even younger. Our arranged marriage was not all that
uncommon. An eligible young man in the family and a young girl
about the age of fourteen. To our parents it seemed a perfect match.
We hardly spoke, but I didn't hate, not then, no.
Years later, by wish of our parents, we had a son. He was a
healthy boy and Iraised him alone while my husband worked, ate, and
slept. But, in those short years he had been transformed from a
handsome man into·a large, unattractive brute who belIowed back at
our son and struck without thought or remorse. But I did not hate
him. I was obedient and tried not to anger him, but I did not hate
him, no.
A few years later, when my son was three, that man came
home after being gone for over a week. He was fulI of ale and very
irate. My son hid behind me as the brute roared for his supper.
When he saw his son hide, however, he became outraged and
commanded him to come to him. The young lad was too frightened
and did not respond. That man then took my son by the hair and
dragged him across the room. As my terrified son screamed with pain
and fear, that monster of a man became angrier and began to slap the
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boy on the side of his face. I rushed forward in order to shield my
son from his angry blows but he merely pushed me aside like a ragdoll
and dragged my precious child to the balcony by his golden hair. As
I beat on his broad back, pleading for him to take his anger out on me
instead, my husband shook the child as he held him by the shoulders
over the railing. In desperation, I lunged forward to take my son
from his evil grasp but as I reached the balcony I realized that my
husband's hands were empty. My son screamed a horrible scream that
could have woken the dead from their peaceful slumber. 1 stretched
out my arms to him as he looked into my tearful eyes, pleading for me
to rescue him from this horrible nightmare. Then his scream was
silenced forever. Forever.
I fell to my knees and prayed that the scene I had witnessed
would vanish from my eyes. Suddenly I realized that 1 could not live
without my sweet child, the innocent child that had called me mother
a few minutes before. I lunged for the railing once more in order for
my life to end the same as my child's had ended but when that
loathsome creature saw what I was about to do, he put out his
powerful arm to stop me and pulled me back inside the house. As I
kicked and screamed my profanities and mournful cries of hate
towards him he locked me in my room. That is the moment when I
first started to hate that creature, that thing, the man I had once called
my husband. 1 didn't hate him for killing my son but I hated him for
stopping me from being reunited with my son. Oh, how I hated that
man, how 1 hated him.
For three months, that thing kept me locked in my room, afraid
of my doing harm to myself more than to him. He never went out
anymore but instead kept constant vigil outside my door. Every
morning before breakfast he would start to apologize for his years of
mistreatment but I would cut him short and scream my obscenities at
him for hours.
When I would finally stop, being too hoarse to
continue, he would shove my meal under the door and would not
speak, yet I knew he was still there. I could hear his black heart
beating behind the door. I could hear it grow louder and louder until
once again I was screaming for him to leave me alone and take his
loathsome beating from my ears. Finally, he would leave and my
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mind would be at peace, then I would sleep until evening when I
would be awakened once again with that horrible sound, but he would
merely slide my supper through the door and walk away as my
screams resonated throughout our home. I could feel every vein in his
body pulsating, they throbbed to the same rhythm that my head
throbbed with. I scarcely ate, only when the pain in my stomach grew
larger than the one in my head. I ate enough to satisfy my hunger
pains and slid the rest through the door once more.
These events repeated themselves every day. Occasionally I
could not scream because of illness in my throat, but I made certain
that he knew that nothing had changed by flinging my furniture across
the room, and smashing mirrors, and such. As before mentioned, this
lasted for three months, until the end of those three months, when I
stopped. I did not scream or throw any furniture. Something had
changed in me. I took my emotions and hid them where no one could
find them. I locked them away in a small room within the realms of
my mind. My husband, yes, I could once again refer to him as that,
my husband noticed that something was different and feared that I had
taken my own life. He then slowly opened the door. He had a
deathly countenance with his pale face and beads of perspiration
streaming from his brow. When I saw this, somewhere deep in my
mind, I smiled upon his foolishness. In reality, of course, I gave a
look of concern and quietly asked if he was ill. He shook his head
stupidly as if he were a dog and again I laughed inside at his simple
gestures. He came to me and buried his head into my neck, sobbing
his apologies. I accepted them with care, but somewhere deep inside,
my hands ached to strangle him, to watch him slowly die as he looked
into my eyes and pleaded, as my son had done that fateful night. I
ached for that but kept the feeling locked away in my room. I would
not hate him, for now.
To him, everything was the way it had been when we were
first married. But every time he looked at me, the hatred welled up
inside of me and I was forced to once again add it to the dark room
inside my mind. The room slowly grew and grew until it gave me
headaches.
I lay in bed crying from the urges of destruction that
pulsed in my lobes so fiercely. I soon found myself wandering the
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hallways of our home until I found a small room in the cellar. The
room was dark and very cold, yet I fell comfortable here. More
comfortable than I felt in any other room. I pulled a chair up to a
small table in the center of the room and rested my head upon the cold
wood. Inslanlly, my pain was relieved. I found myself spending
more and more time in this room while my husband was away. But,
soon just going to the room was not enough. One day I decided to
pass the time by writing. I had never been properly educated but I
had a basic underSlanding of the English language. I sat at the table
and set a scroll in front of me with a fresh ink well and quill. I began
to write without knowing what it was that I was writing. The words
flowed from my fingertips onto the scroll as my mind wandered.
When my hands finally stopped, I looked down at what I had wrillen.
I was horribly surprised when I saw that the words were very
advanced and difficult to read. Yet, I had just written it down! On
the scroll was a story that explained great atrocities of a morbid
nature. It was about a wife who murdered her husband. The details
were explicit and shocking. It frightened me and excited me at the
same time. The savage nature of the death had been so brutal that I
wanted to draw my eyes away at the repulsive scene, but I could not.
The more I read, the more my pain was relieved. By the time I had
read the entire story, my headaches were gone and I felt instant relief.
I was in such good spirits that I ran up the stairs and cooked my
husband a dinner that was so grand that there was much to spare for
the dogs afterwards. My husband, happy to see that I was once again
in good spirits, suggested that perhaps I would spend the evening in
his room with him. I waited for the feelings of disgust to come but
they did not, and for once I could not remember the look in my son's
eyes as he fell to his cold death. I agreed and my husband smiled and
swept me into his arms. I actually felt happy to be in his arms again
and my room seemed to be locked away forever. I did not hate him,
not then, but I would once more.
The next morning, my pain was slowly progressing and my
memories flooded back to haunt me once again. I quickly ran down
the main stairs and the cellar stairs. By the time I reached the room,
I was fumbling for the handle as my hatred returned and my disgust
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for that man once again cluttered my thoughts. When I opened the
door, I was ready to tear out my insides, but as soon as I reached the
writing table my pain began to lessen more and more, but it was still
not enough. I snatched another scroll from the floor and dipped the
quill in the ink and waited for my hands to start. I stayed there for
the entire afternoon.
My husband had gone to work in the
marketplace assuming that I had gone back to my own room. When
I was finally finished, I stared in amazement.
Once again, I felt
happier and my distress had been lifted. I ran up the stairs to cook
supper. By the time my husband came home, however, my headache
was returning. When he bent over to kiss me, I snapped my head
back and shouted for him to leave me alone. He realized that it was
not a good time to press the issue and he wandered up to his room.
I took the moment to rush back to the cellar room and quickly jotted
down another horror story. For about a month, I kept on doing this,
when my headaches returned, I would write for them to go away. The
more gruesome the stories, the more the pain would subside and for
longer periods of time. But soon, the stories did not come so easily
from my fingertips and I was forced to write them more often. My
husband was getting very suspicious because I was gone for very long
at times. One night he decided to see what it was that I had been
doing all that time so he followed me to the cellar room. My pain
was strong and I did not notice his presence. He only followed me far
enough to see where I went and then, later, after I had gone to sleep,
he went to my cellar room. I can only imagine him walking into the
cold, damp, room, ~ondering why on earth his beloved wife would
ever come to such a place. I can see him picking up the scattered
papers that lay about the small table and spilled onto the floor. I see
him shuddering from the cold as he lights a torch on the wall. Then
his eyes widen as he reads the scrolls full of brutal murders and
bloody deaths. He is repulsed at the gore and throws scroll after
scroll onto the floor. At this time, I could not sleep for the pain was
returning. I wandered down the stairs, thinking that my husband lay
asleep in the room across the hall from mine. I stumbled through the
dark corridors, almost tipping my candle and spilling hot wax over my
shaking hand. Then a draft appeared from the depths of the old house
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and blew my flame out. I fumbled around to find a sconce on the wall
at the stair's base. I lit my candle once more and continued on my
way. The pain was now so fierce that I dropped my candle to hold
my throbbing head. I knew that if I could only reach the cellar, then
my murderous thoughts would subside and I could be normal once
more. I fumbled at the latch and swung open the door. There stood
my husband, with a horrible look of disgust covering his face. As I
stood there, staring at him, I noticed a faint flicker of light in his eyes,
no, not in them, but reflected in them. I swung my head to the side
of the man and screamed in rage as my precious scrolls turned to
ashes on the floor in front of me. I thrust my hands into the fire to
save them, my only relief for the past months. I let out a blood
curdling scream as the flames licked at my flesh, turning them black
before my eyes. I pulled back as my pain turned full force and I tore
at my hair while I shrieked inhumanly. As that demon of a man came
to my aid, I glared at him with a hatred more powerful than possible
in heaven or earth. He stepped back, not comprehending what was
happening. I slowly stood, I was no longer human. My emotions had
overcome me and I became a demon from the bowels of Hell. I leapt
upon the man who had been the source of all my suffering. He was
strong and tried to push me away but it was no use. I had the strength
of twenty men. I clawed at his face and hair. He screamed with
horror even as his face turned crimson with the blood pouring from
his wounds. The color drove me even more furious. I began to bite
and tear at everything within my grasp. Blood seeped through the
floor and spread across it. The walls were splattered and my face and
hands were covered in the sticky warmth. My husband moved no
more. He could hardly be described as human. His throat lay open
and his eyes bulged from his head. I stood and looked at the horrible
scene and smiled. My pain was gone.
I then went upstairs and took great care in washing myself to
get rid of the stain. I threw my nightgown in the fireplace, then
scrubbed at my bloody footprints that were spread throughout the
house. The stain was deep but I knew that it did not matter. As for
the cellar room, I merely locked it up and threw the key beneath the
door. I then locked the cellar door and buried the key in the garden
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out back. I put on my wedding dress and went to my room where I
took out a fresh scroll and ink well. I spent the evening writing out
this tale. As my hands flow over the paper, my head aches slightly
and I know that it is not over yet. When I am done writing, I will
throw this into the fire and then light a torch from that fire. With
that, I will set afire piles of straw that I have strewn about the house.
As my home slowly burns, I will go to the balcony where my pain
began and throw myself to the ground below. To die as my child had,
how my second child shall, and together, we can reunite while that
man burns in the fires of Hell. I have avenged your death and
justified my pain. My only comforting thought has been the hope and
belief; we will be together again, my son.
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